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the side away from the forest, in order not to be dis-
turbed by their talking and disputing, or by their visi-
tors ; and so, weak as I was, they were barely within
call even when awake. But I was much disturbed by
the singing and howling of a number of Chinese Tartars
who had come over the border on a pilgrimage to the
Lama temple in Pu. These pious persons were silent
all day till about two or three in the afternoon, when
they commenced their infernal revels, and (with the aid
of potent liquor, I was told) kept up their singing and
dancing for several nights till morning. In addition to
all this, huge savage Tibetan dogs used to come down
the mountain-sides from a Lama nunnery and other
houses above, and pro\vl round my tent, or poke into it,
in search of what they could find ; and the letting them
loose at all was highly improper conduct on the part of
the virtuous sisterhood. One splendid red dog came
down regularly, with long leaps, which I could hear
distinctly; and I had quite an affection for him, until,
one night, I was awakened from an uneasy slumber by
finding his mouth fumbling at my throat, in order to see
if I was cold enough for his purposes. This was a little
too much, so I told Silas to watch for it and pepper it
with small shot from a distance; but, either accidentally.
or by design, he shot it in the side from close quarters,
killing it on the spot, its life issuing out of it in one
grand, hoarse, indignant roar. Possibly it occurred to
my servant that the small shot from a distance might be
a rather unsafe proceeding.

As if these things were not enough, I had a visitor
of another kind, one night, who puzzled me not a little
at first I was lying awake, exhausted by one of the
paroxysms of my illness, when a large strange-looking
figure stepped into the moonlight just before my tent,
and moved about there with the unsteady swaying mo-
tion of a drunken man, and with its back towards me.